THE BALLOON OF THE MIND

HANDS, do what you're bid:
Bring the balloon of the mind
That bellies and drags in the wind
Into its narrow shed*

TO A SQUIRREL AT KYLE-NA-NO

COME play with me;
Why should you run
Through the shaking tree
As though I'd a gun
To strike you dead?
When all I would do
Is to scratch your head
And let you go.

ON BEING ASKED FOR A WAR POEM

I THINK it better that in times like these

A poet's mouth be silent, for in truth

We have no gift to set a statesman right;

He has had enough of meddling who can please

A young girl in the indolence of her youth,

Or an old man upon a winter's night.

IN MEMORY OF ALFRED POLLEXFEN
FIVE-AND-TWENTY years have gone
Since old William Pollexfen
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